Egloga feptima.                   57

That may the Griefes of others help,

I fe thou art fo bent,
That Fortune can the not amafe,

For all her myfciefes ment,
I promys ^tftluanus heare,

tyme playne in the doth fhow,
How dayly fhe difcouers things,

that erfl dyd men not know.
I can not beare the Gryefes I feale,

my force is all to faynt,
I neuer could as thou canil ilynt,

the teares of my complaynt.
Diana hath procured the paynes,

that I ihall neuer ende,
When fyril ihe falil her troth to me,

Ihe kyld a faythfull frende.
I meruayle how ihe could fo foone,

put the out of her mind,
I well remembre fynce thou wentile

alone I dyd her fynd.
In place that forow femde to fhape,

where no man ilood her nye,
But onely (I vnhappy wretche,)

that herd her wofull crye,
And this with teaxes alowde fhe fayd,

O wretche in yll tyme borne.
What chaunce hail thou? that thus thou haft

Sirenus fwete forlorne.
Gyue ouer pleafures now,

Let neuer loye the pleafe,
Seke all the cruell meanes thou canil

that may thy hart dyfeafe.
Whan thou doile hym forget I wyih,

all mifchifes on the lyght,
And after death, the Fendes of Hell,

torment thy lyuyng fpryght.
What man wold here beleue ?

that ihe that thus could fpeake,